Rounds and "watches the little dog in wide.
Suddenly barks and jumps, gets him awake,
And finds a sneaking snake in nearby grass,
With loud bark, the serpfcnt slipped in shake,
Danger is abscond, amazed her in embrace,

" Nothing waste in this nature to be useful,
" But wait until the time allows you gianful.

Desire - Sonnet

Low and vile in desire is itself sin,
Great and elaborate has its own virtue,
Try to have higher, higher - fail or win,
In hundred number achieve one or two,

If it is one or two, what shall you do,
What remains ? - The soul dormant or dead,
Desperate, desperate, no -where to go,
Every one laugh, no condolence mend.

Your spear by force and vigour, throw to wed.
Seek not the result, it is for the rest,
The flowers wither and go, but there is bud,
The bud to bear this nasty brutish lust,
Worry not sister, buds will reach the goal,
If duty done - easy in their enroll
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